
[image: Cover-Image]






Spooky Tennessee



Also in the Spooky Series by S. E. Schlosser and Paul G. Hoffman

Spooky Appalachia

Spooky California

Spooky Campfire Tales

Spooky Canada

Spooky Christmas

Spooky Colorado

Spooky Florida

Spooky Georgia

Spooky Great Lakes

Spooky Great Smokies

Spooky Indiana

Spooky Maryland

Spooky Massachusetts

Spooky Michigan

Spooky Montana

Spooky New England

Spooky New Jersey

Spooky New Orleans

Spooky New York

Spooky North Carolina

Spooky Ohio

Spooky Oregon

Spooky Pennsylvania

Spooky South

Spooky Southwest

Spooky Texas

Spooky Virginia

Spooky Washington

Spooky Wisconsin

Spooky Yellowstone




Spooky Tennessee

Tales of Hauntings, Strange Happenings, 
and Other Local Lore

Retold by S. E. Schlosser

Illustrated by Paul G. Hoffman

[image: ]

Essex, Connecticut



[image: ]

An imprint of Globe Pequot, the trade division of

The Rowman & Littlefield Publishing Group, Inc.

4501 Forbes Blvd., Ste. 200

Lanham, MD 20706

www.rowman.com

Distributed by NATIONAL BOOK NETWORK

Copyright © 2024 by S. E. Schlosser

Illustrations copyright © 2024 Paul G. Hoffman

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the publisher, except by a reviewer who may quote passages in a review.

British Library Cataloguing in Publication Information available

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data

Names: Schlosser, S. E., author. | Hoffman, Paul G., illustrator.

Title: Spooky Tennessee : tales of hauntings, strange happenings, and other local lore / retold by S.E. Schlosser ; illustrated by Paul G. Hoffman.

Description: Essex, Connecticut : Globe Pequot, 2024. | Includes bibliographical references.

Identifiers: LCCN 2023059593 (print) | LCCN 2023059594 (ebook) | ISBN 9781493069927 (paperback ; alkaline paper) | ISBN 9781493069934 (epub)

Subjects: LCSH: Haunted places—Tennessee. | Ghost stories, American—Tennessee. | Folklore—Tennessee.

Classification: LCC BF1472.U6 S334 2024 (print) | LCC BF1472.U6 (ebook) | DDC 133.109768—dc23/eng/20240216

LC record available at https://lccn.loc.gov/2023059593

LC ebook record available at https://lccn.loc.gov/2023059594

[image: ] The paper used in this publication meets the minimum requirements of American National Standard for Information Sciences—Permanence of Paper for Printed Library Materials, ANSI/NISO Z39.48-1992.





For my family: David, Dena, Tim, Arlene, Hannah, Seth, Theo, Rory, Emma, Nathan, Ben, Karen, Davey, Deb, Gabe, Clare, Jack, and Chris

For my friends: Jessica, Peter, Evelyn, Eleanor and Grace

For Sandy Laws and the staff at the Archives of Appalachia. Thank you so much for your help.

For Greta Schmitz, Paul Hoffman, and the staff at Globe Pequot. Thanks for all you do!






Contents

Introduction	xiii

Part One: Ghost Stories

1.	The Chicken Thief	2

Cookeville

2.	Old Hickory and the Bell Witch	9

Adams

3.	Incident at the Inn	16

Dyersburg

4.	Dutchman’s Curve	21

Belle Meade

5.	Skull House	28

Celina

6.	At the General’s House	35

Nashville

7.	Fiddling Contest	41

Weakley County

8.	The White Phantom	49

Jackson

9.	Charlie and the Revenuers	54

Portland

10.	Cab Fare	63

Nashville

11.	One Pair of Hands	69

Memphis

12.	A Very Good Dog	79

Maury County

13.	I Saw the Light	86

Nashville

14.	I’ll Find You	95

Rutherford County

Part Two: Powers of Darkness and Light

15.	The Long Way Home	104

Carter County

16.	The Wampus Cat	108

Knoxville

17.	Wait Until Martin Comes	115

Johnson City

18.	A Terrible Thing Indeed	119

Clarksville

19.	The Hitchhiker	127

Chattanooga

20.	Tailypo	133

Montgomery County

21.	One Fine Funeral	138

Knoxville

22.	Stingy Jack	148

Hatchie National Wildlife Refuge

23.	Psychology	156

Gatlinburg

24.	Apple Cobbler	164

Great Smoky Mountains

25.	Churning Butter	172

Cumberland Gap

26.	Jimmy Lonesome	177

Rhea County

27.	Lovers’ Lane	185

Maryville

28.	Rawhead Bloodybones	191

Sevier County

Resources	198

About the Author	205

About the ILLUSTRATOR	205





[image: ]


Introduction


I felt a frisson of anxiety pass through me as my friends and I joined the group gathering beside the visitor center. We had driven up to Adams, Tennessee, that morning to take a tour of the Bell Witch Cave, which was reported to house one of the state’s most infamous spirits, and I was already on edge, disturbed by several prophetic dreams that had awakened me in the night. I had inherited some of the abilities of my psychic Pennsylvania Dutch great-grandfather, a famous faith healer, and my “sixth sense” had already informed me that this place had a seriously dark aura to it.

A replica of the original Bell house was our first stop. As we stepped onto the path that led toward the cave, a cold breeze sprang up around us and I could have sworn a voice was wailing in the wind. Folks around me were shivering and rubbing their arms reflexively, not a normal reaction on a warm Tennessee day. As soon as we left the path to cross a field toward the place where they’d built the replica house, the mysterious voice and breeze subsided.

Okay, that was spooky, I decided, quickening my pace. If things went south at any point during this tour, my plan was to run for the car!

As we explored the rooms in the replica cabin, the guide told the story of the Bell Witch haunting. It was sometime around 1817 when John Bell and his family first encountered the spirit. Strange animal sightings and unexplained noises gradually escalated to knocking on the walls and objects being moved around the house. Bedclothes were jerked off the inhabitants, hair was pulled, and other nasty tricks were played. A local pastor was invited to spend the night, and he received the same rough treatment. Afterward, he told the family their house was inhabited by a spirit, just like those in the Bible. The story spread around the community and farther, and many people came by the house to see the spirit in action (Old Hickory and the Bell Witch).

The spirit took pleasure in tormenting daughter Betsy Bell and her father, John Bell. One day the family returned home to find their father dead from poison. The Bell Witch claimed to have killed him. A few years later, the spirit plagued Betsy until she broke her engagement to a local lad of whom the spirit disapproved. The Bell Witch made several accurate prophetic predictions during its time with the family and promised to return at a future date. Folklore claims that the Bell Witch reemerged on the Bell property in a cave the family used for cold storage. It has remained in residence ever since.

I was shaking as we hiked down the steep riverside path leading to the Bell Witch Cave. The vibe of that area was very dark, and I had no doubt that the place was haunted. There was a brook flowing out of the cave entrance, which had vertical iron bars blocking it, with an open door in the center for visitors to walk through.

We were met at the end by a guide who pointed out some Native American burial sites in the bluff right above the cave. My queasy feeling returned as I stared up at them. Then we followed our guide through a narrow, low tunnel filled with stream water and river rocks. It opened into a broad room with several large niches on either side of the stream and a wide opening overhead on the right, above a flowstone.

I stumbled my way to a dry spot, feeling as if I was going to vomit. The room was so full of negative energy, it made my head swim. I hunched against the pain of it. The rest of the tour slowly gathered around me, finding places to stand on either side of the streambed. They gazed in fascination at the places where tribesmen had splintered out arrowheads and exclaimed at the small opening in the rocky ledge on the left side of the cave where they had found a small Native American girl buried, an apparent victim of the Trail of Tears. As the guide spoke of the little girl, some of my pain and dizziness ebbed. I straightened up, wondering if it was the girl’s spirit I was feeling, and if the guide’s acknowledgment had appeased the spirit I felt when I entered the room.

The group continued into a second, even narrower and lower tunnel; I stayed behind to pay my respects to the little girl’s grave and keep an eye on one of my cavern-loving friends, who had lingered behind to study each formation in the room. When she was done with her inspection, we entered the second narrow tunnel. I took the lead, wading through the streambed, bent nearly double in places due to the low roof. There were many active formations in this second tunnel.

I paused to admire a small water cave in miniature and then stepped forward along the next leg of the tunnel. Suddenly I was shoved by an invisible force on my left. I slipped sideways and banged my head sharply against a rock in the tunnel ceiling overhead. The world went white for a moment. I gasped and braced myself against my knees, dizzy with shock. What had just happened?

Behind me, my friend exclaimed in fright. I told her I was alright, though I wasn’t sure that was entirely true. Finding a stable place on the rocky floor, I took several breaths, clutching my bleeding scalp. Then I turned to look at my friend. She was studying the sharp rock that had “bitten” me. A large clump of my hair was wrapped around the point. She unwrapped it and put it into her pocket, not wanting to leave any bit of me in that strange, haunted place. I couldn’t have agreed more.

I picked my way carefully through the rest of the tunnel and emerged into a second chamber. I scrambled up several boulders to the place the group had gathered and found a safe spot at the center of the crowd, hopefully far away from the shoving spirit of the tunnel. When we we’re all assembled, the guide told us a few of the paranormal things that had happened in the cave, including people being touched by unseen hands, having their hair pulled, and voices coming from behind a flowstone that blocked the rest of the tunnel.

The spiritual energy in the cave was through the roof, I noted, rubbing my aching head. It was impacting several members of the group: Some giggled uncontrollably, others whispered in high-pitched voices, and one woman looked as if she was ready to throw up. Right there with you, I thought grimly. The guide quieted the group and asked us to listen for spirits. The murmur of voices from behind the stone rose swiftly, followed by a thumping sound—faint but distinct. Were those drums? The hairs on the back of my neck prickled and my knees started to shake.

Following this demonstration, the tour group’s exodus from the cavern was rather hasty. We stopped for a few more photos but mostly concentrated on getting out. I had a moment of fright when we reached the first room. My formation-loving friend scrambled up a bunch of boulders to peer into an overhead opening that led to an upper chamber of the cave. It made my skin crawl just to look at the opening. The guide had told us a supernatural story that took place on the upper level. One of the Bell boys got trapped in a crawl space up there; a phantom light appeared in the chamber and yanked him to safety, pulling him down from the upper level and thrusting him out the entrance tunnel we had just used for our tour. He was afraid to tell his parents what happened, but the Bell Witch spilled the beans on him when he got home.

My sixth sense told me that this chamber was taboo. It was very haunted, and my friend shouldn’t be standing there. I was not the only one she made nervous. Her sister made a joke about “beaming up” and begged her to come down. We both gave a sigh of relief when she reached the cavern floor unscathed.

I made good time trotting up the steep trail and out, out, out of that creepy cavern. I paused for a scant two minutes to buy some research books and then headed to the car. My friends, having learned what to do for a seriously spooked psychic based on previous adventures we’d had while researching folklore stories for Spooky Tennessee, fed me cashews and sparkling water to help me ground back to the present. We compared notes on our different cave experiences on the way home.

My friends patched up my head, which bore a three-inch cut from the sharp rock I hit when I was pushed in the tunnel, and then we reviewed the photos we took during the tour. We had captured multiple ghost lights throughout the cavern, and there were some crazy vortexes in my photos. Most frightening of all was the photo of my friend when she was staring into the upper chamber. In the picture she looked as if she was being drawn upward by a force field from above. Her feet had almost lifted off the ground; her eyes were glazed as if hypnotized and her nose had started to blur, as if she was flickering in and out of reality. The image was terrifying.

After seeing the photos, my friends decide this was their one and only visit to the Bell Witch Cave. Rubbing my sore skull with its bloody scratch, I agreed with them.

Happy Hauntings!

—Sandy Schlosser
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Ghost Stories
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The Chicken Thief

Cookeville

It was the coldest winter on record—at least in Cookeville—and something was stealing chickens right out of their henhouses. It was happening all over town. At first, folks thought a fox or raccoon was responsible, so they put locks on their coops to foil the crafty critters. But the locks didn’t work. Chickens kept vanishing, night after night.

Folks started leaving their dogs in the yard overnight. It didn’t help. The critter had obviously learned to wait until the dogs found a warm place to curl up against the winter cold before entering the chicken coops. A few families bought fancy critter traps and set them up near their henhouses, but after the mailman got caught in one of them and broke his arm, this practice was discontinued.

There was much debate over the identity of the chicken thief. Half the townsfolk believed the culprit was a very clever racoon; the other half believed a human was behind the thefts. Everyone was trying to solve the mystery before there were no more chickens left in Cookeville.

The correct answer was human, but the only person who knew that was the culprit. The chicken thief was a handyman who had arrived in town sometime in the fall and made his living doing odd jobs. When work dried up during the winter months, he turned to thieving to fill his empty belly. He spent daylight hours studying the local henhouses and chicken coops for flaws and weaknesses, of which he found plenty. Most of the local chicken coops were built of logs with wide cracks between them. The chicken thief could look through the gaps and see the birds all fluffed up against the winter cold as they perched on the long poles set up for roosting. A clever thief could reach in and grab a bird or two without anyone being the wiser, he reckoned. But the birds were not inclined to linger near the chilly drafts coming through the walls. They huddled together in the warmest spot in the coop, which was typically too far for the chicken thief to reach.
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He pondered the matter for several days as his food stores grew slim and his belly became one long, hungry rumble. Then he came up with a clever idea he thought might work. The chicken thief went into the woods and selected a long branch about the size of a typical roosting pole, and he warmed the branch up near the fire until the pine resin melted out. Then he made his way to the nearest henhouse and slipped the pole through a crack in the logs right next to the roost where the hens huddled together, half frozen with the cold. When the chickens felt the heat coming off the pine pole, they raised their heads and started clucking at one another. The heat felt so good on their chilly feet that they stepped onto the new pole to warm themselves. After a few minutes the chickens tucked their heads under their wings and closed their eyes to sleep. And that’s when the thief struck. He pulled the pine pole back toward the wall until he could reach the closest hen, then he grabbed it and dropped it into his sack before it knew what was happening. By the time the other chickens got to squawking, the thief was long gone down the trail to his little old cabin back in the woods.

The heated pole method of chicken thievery worked every time. On really cold nights, the thief could secure two or even three fat hens at one time, which provided him with food for several days.

Now there was one house—the biggest in the settlement—that was a favorite of the chicken thief because a huge flock of fat hens was always clucking around the barnyard. An elderly widow lived in that house, and those chickens were her pride and joy. Each morning when she went to feed her flock, she’d count them, and every time a chicken went missing, she’d search the whole farm for it. The widow was the first person in the settlement to put a lock on her henhouse, and she was furious when her prize chickens kept vanishing despite her precautions. One night she set up camp in the chicken coop, a rifle lying across her knees, hoping to shoot the varmint that was stealing her prized hens.

The chicken thief ’bout had a heart attack when he peeked through the logs of the henhouse that night and saw the widow sitting there. He was sure she had him, for his peephole was right next to the log where she’d set herself down for the night. But the widow’s eyes were fixed on the roosting hens huddled against the far wall, so she missed the moment he looked through the peephole.

The chicken thief crept away mighty quick, crawling on hands and knees until he was sure he hadn’t been seen. Then he hightailed it down the road and back to his little house, his heart beating so fast he thought it would bang out of his chest. He went hungry that night and avoided the widow’s house for a couple of days.

At church that Sunday, the chicken thief learned that the old widow had caught pneumonia after spending a cold night in the henhouse and had passed away soon after. The funeral was being held that very afternoon because the family wanted to bury her before the approaching snowstorm froze the ground solid.

When the widow’s eldest son—who had inherited the property—announced that he was heading back to Knoxville directly after the funeral to pack up his family and belongings for the move to Cookeville, the chicken thief started planning a raid on the dead widow’s henhouse. The family wouldn’t get there until Monday or Tuesday, he reckoned, which left him plenty of time to fill his sack with enough delicious fat hens to last him the rest of the winter.

When darkness fell, the chicken thief crept into the yard with his hot pine pole and poked it through a large crack near the cold roost where the fat hens huddled in sleep. After a few moments, he felt a weight settling onto the pole; he grinned to himself, envisioning fat hens stepping onto the warm stick, one after another. The pole grew heavier and heavier. The thief was overjoyed, for he reckoned he’d attracted one of the fattest hens in the coop, or maybe even one of the big turkeys that sometimes joined them in the roost.

Breathless with anticipation, the thief carefully pulled the pole back through the hole until he could reach through and grab the fat fowl with his hands. His hand closed over something huge! It was the size of a prize-winning turkey and was extremely cold to his touch. No wonder it had settled on his hot pole.

The chicken thief wondered how he was going to squeeze such a large bird through the crack in the logs. It seemed impossible, but he wasn’t going to let go of his prize. He held tight while the bird kicked and fluttered and fought in his grasp. He tightened his grip and used his free hand to wrap the bag around it like a rope. Then he braced both feet against the henhouse and tugged for all he was worth until he was almost flat on his back.

He felt something give way, and the logs cracked open with a loud bang. The chicken thief fell backward, crashing onto the ground with a huge white object sprawled across his chest.

When the chicken thief took a good look at the thing lying on top of him, a thrill of horror raced up his spine. It resembled a corpse, for it was wrapped head to toe in a white winding sheet that was stained with dirt. He shifted, trying to wriggle out from underneath the grisly object, and found himself staring into the wide dead eyes of the recently deceased widow! She had clawed herself out of her buried coffin and set herself down in the henhouse with her old rifle cradled against her chest to guard her prized hens until her son returned with his family.

The chicken thief screamed so loud it startled all the birds in the henhouse. He rolled out from under the corpse, leapt to his feet, and levitated over the nearest fence, accompanied by the terrified squawking of the hens. He kept on running right through the settlement and down the road toward Nashville. And for all I know, he might have kept on running even farther than that. Anyway, he was never seen in Cookeville again.

The eldest son found his mother’s corpse lying outside the henhouse when he arrived with his family on Tuesday morning. It was a terrible scandal. No one knew who had vandalized the widow’s grave, and it caused much speculation among the settlers in the area. They never made the connection between the grave robber and the chicken thief. At least, not until now.
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Old Hickory and the Bell Witch

Adams

“I warn you, Sally-girl,” Granny said to me one hot summer afternoon as we sat on the front porch drinking ice-cold glasses of homemade lemonade, “there are probably a hundred different versions of the Bell Witch story floating around the country. All I can tell you about the Bell Witch is the story as it was told to me by my great granddaddy. If you want ‘truth’ and ‘facts,’ you would do better to read one of the books that have been written about the Bell Witch.”

“I would like to hear your story,” I said promptly, bouncing a bit in my chair from pure excitement. Granny gave me a look that told me she did not consider my behavior up to the standards of a Southern lady. I sat still.

“The Bell family,” Granny began, “moved to Robertson County sometime around 1804. They were a God-fearing family who were leading members of the community. The spirit that plagued the Bell family first made its presence known in 1817. According to my great-granddaddy, the spirit commenced its activities by rapping on the walls of the house. Shortly thereafter, it began pulling the quilts off the children’s beds, tugging on their hair, and slapping and pinching them until red marks appeared on their faces and bodies. It would steal sugar right out of the bowl, spill the milk, and taunt the Bell family by laughing and cursing at them. Really, it was quite a rude spirit!” Granny paused to give her opinion. She took a dainty sip of lemonade and continued her story.
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“Naturally, all this hullabaloo caused great excitement throughout the community. People would come from miles around to meet this spirit, which would gossip with them and curse at them and play tricks on them. According to my great-granddaddy, John Bell and his family would feed and entertain all these guests at their own expense—not an easy task. The house would get so full that people were forced to camp outside.

“When Old Hickory heard about the Bell Witch, he decided to pay a visit to the Bell home. The general brought a party up with him from Nashville. To avoid discomforting the Bell family, they filled a wagon with provisions and tents for camping out.

“General Jackson and his party approached the plantation, laughing and talking about the spirit and all its pranks. The men were on horseback, following the wagon with their supplies. They were boasting of how they would best the Bell Witch when suddenly the wagon stopped short. Tug and pull as they might, the horses could not move the wagon an inch, even though they were on flat ground with no trace of mud. The driver shouted and snapped the whip, but the horses could not shift the wagon. General Jackson asked all the horsemen to dismount, and together they pushed against the wagon, to no avail. The wagon would not budge.

“Old Hickory had the men examine the wheels one by one—taking them off, checking the axles, and then reattaching them. There was nothing wrong with the wheels. They tried to move the wagon again, whipping up the horses, shouting and pushing. But still the wagon would not budge. The men were completely flummoxed. What was going on? Then the general shouted, ‘Boys, it’s the witch!’

“An eerie voice answered Old Hickory from the shrubbery: ‘All right, General. Let the wagon move on. I will see you again tonight.’

“The men looked around in astonishment, for they had seen no one nearby. At once, the horses started moving without any prompting from the coachman, and the wagon rumbled along the road as if it had never been stuck at all.

“Old Hickory and his men were sobered by their strange experience. Suddenly the idea of camping out was not very appealing, even though one of their men was supposed to be a professional witch tamer.

“When the general’s party reached the house, John Bell and his wife extended every courtesy to their distinguished guest and his friends, offering them food, drink, entertainment, and quarters for the night. But Old Hickory had only one entertainment in mind. He had come for witch hunting, and nothing else would do. After dining with the Bells, the whole party sat waiting for the spirit to appear. To while away the time, they listened to the boasts of the witch tamer, who had a gun with a silver bullet that he meant for the spirit. The men were secretly amused by the man’s vanity, yet they found his presence oddly comforting after their strange experiences with the wagon. Here was someone who could handle the spirit.

“The hour grew late. Old Hickory was restless, and the men were getting drowsy. The witch tamer began taunting the spirit and playing with his gun. Suddenly there was the sound of footsteps crossing the floor. Everyone snapped to attention. Then the same eerie voice they had heard on the road exclaimed, ‘I am here. Now shoot me!’

“The witch tamer aimed his gun at the place where they had heard the voice. He pulled the trigger, but the gun didn’t fire. The spirit began to taunt him as the witch tamer tried to shoot the gun again. Then the spirit said, ‘Now it’s my turn.’

“Everyone heard the sounds of the witch tamer being slapped silly as he shouted, ‘Lordy, Lordy!’ and ‘My nose!’ and ‘The devil’s got me!’ He began to dance about the parlor, screaming that the spirit was pricking him with pins and beating him. Then the door swung open of its own accord and the witch tamer raced outside, still shouting ‘Lordy, Lordy!’ as he ran down the lane. Everyone followed him outside, expecting him to drop dead, but aside from an occasional jump, twist, or shout, the witch tamer seemed likely to live. They watched him as he ran out of sight, while Old Hickory laughed until his sides were sore.

“They were all startled when they heard the spirit’s voice among them again. It was laughing at its triumph over the witch tamer and claimed that there was another fraud in the group that it would expose the next night. The men were pretty shaken up when they heard the spirit’s words. It was one thing to laugh at a fake witch tamer who got his comeuppance. It was quite another thing to realize that one of them might be the next target. Old Hickory was all set to stay a full week with the Bells, but his men were not so enthusiastic.

“My great-granddaddy didn’t know exactly what happened that night to change Old Hickory’s mind. Maybe the spirit played some pranks on him; maybe the justifiable fear of his men persuaded him. Whatever the case, General Andrew Jackson was up and away the next morning. By dark, Old Hickory’s party had already reached Springfield, and they went on to Nashville the next day. Much later, Old Hickory was heard to remark, ‘I’d rather fight the entire British Army than deal with the Bell Witch.’”

Granny took a sip of her lemonade and shook her head. “I don’t blame the general one bit for leaving so quickly. I would have done the same thing.”

“What happened to the Bell Witch?” I asked.

“Oh, most of the stories agree that the Bell Witch got worse and worse, tormenting Betsy Bell something awful and finally poisoning John Bell so that he died. They say the spirit laughed and sang in triumph at John’s funeral. The spirit stayed for several months following the death of John Bell, putting pressure on Betsy to break her engagement with a man named Gardener, which Betsy did sometime around Easter of 1821. After that, the spirit told Mrs. Bell that it was going away but would visit again in seven years.”

“Did it come back?” I asked.

“Yes, the spirit did return to visit the family seven years later, just as it promised,” said Granny. “For about three weeks, the spirit talked with John Bell Jr., making predictions about the future, and promising to return in 107 years. As far as I know, the Bell family did not receive the second promised visit. I have heard some people claim that the Bell Witch never really left the Bells’ property but still haunts the land to this day. I myself have not gone there to find out if this is true.”

Granny finished her lemonade and peered at me from under the rim of her straw hat. “Well, Sally-girl, that’s enough about evil spirits for one day. I am going back to my garden. Get along with you now. And don’t forget those tomatoes I set aside for your mama.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I said meekly, taking my glass back to the kitchen before I started for home.
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